JAMES BONE
North o' Euston

IN modern life the great railway stations are tjie
City gates. Here are gathered much of the sad-
ness and misery, the joy and fulfilment of exist-
ence, the suspense and hopes and hates and loves
that the eye confesses at last as the train steams
out or in. Strangers from afar are welcomed face
to face; men on adventurous errands go out as
through sally-ports (what a sally-port to eternity
was Victoria Station from 1914 to 1918!); the
handkerchief waves for an instant, but that is the
only pennon, and we do not see them grow to
pigmies as they troop over the plain. At these
gates of the modern city people arrive and depart
at full stature. The Great arrive in their noiseless
trains; a carriage door opens and there, large as
life, stands a king or the head of a Republic;
the band plays its eight bars of music while the
Great shake hands with the Great and the military
guard stiffens for inspection. Five minutes later
and it is all over and the station is on the move
again and ordinary passengers are swarming into
their trains. It is all so sudden, so life-size, so
soon over that it seems as unreal as the white-
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